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As she proudly displays her collection of Currier and Ives prints, the
familiar odor of burning meat will slowly pervade the room. She
has forgotten to look at her notes. .
Mrs. Sunderland, another neighbor, is the mother of a noted
journalist. She laments that since she is growing deaf she never
knows what is going on in the neighborhood. However, recently she
complained that the people across the street left their radio on too
late at night, and she is always the first to know the neighborhood
gossip and the first to pass it on. Her son must have inherited a "nose
for news" from his mother.
The former aviator, who never displays his many medals, can
often be seen with his five-year-old son looking skyward at the planes
overhead. When asked, "Will you fly again?" he always answers,
"Never !"
Whenever fresh grass seed is scattered on our scanty lawn, the
pigeons from the next street flutter over. With a swoosh of pretty
wings, they alight for a feast. Their owner comes over to watch.
"They are very fond of seeds," he says cheerfully.
My Retreat
Diane Shoemaker
RAMP CREEKblends into Big Walnut and into the Wabash andthe Ohio and the Mississippi, but the Ramp Creek I know isthe gentle stream that slips over the miniature waterfall in the
valley below my hideout. Silent oaks tack in the selvage of the moss
to prevent its slipping over the steep bank into the stream below,
forming a growing, living shield around my refuge. Here in this
place do I come to philosophize and to dream.
Often I travel the dusty trail through the meadow, wade across
the bubbling branch, and climb up and around the long slope that
leads to the far side of my hideout. I lie on my stomach in the green,
elastic 1110SS and learn about patience from an ant exploring his way
through the labyrinth of grass and bent twigs and crispy leaves that
obstruct his journey. I lie on my back in the green, cool moss and
learn of eternity from clouds that have been mist, rain, snow, fog,
and sleet an infinite number of times. Smelling the scent of clover
on the wind, I realize that as the fragrance has hitched a ride on the
breeze, so must I sometime seek the assistance and guidance of a
greater Force to obtain perpetual happiness. I see a snake slither
across the damp sand to sun on a fallen log. And seeing this creature
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behave so, I wonder if it, too, has come to a special haven to rest and
think. I close my eyes to contemplate this problem and fall asleep.
For me, this little shelter has been a marvelous experience, as it
has provided a place of solitude and rest. The glade has given me
the opportunity to enjoy some of the beauties of life: the cool, green,
elastic moss, the dignified oak trees, the silver blue of the sky behind
the silver white of the clouds. Here also have I come to know every
tiny ripple in the creek, and I have heard the secrets the leaves re-
vealed when caressed by the soft touch of the wind.
I have not seen my retreat for a month now, so I am anxiously
awaiting Thanksgiving vacation. Perhaps one day I shall take the
car and drive out to the farm. By that time, even if I have no prob-
lems, the glade will have much to tell me I have not known before,
much more to show me that I have not seen before. Even as I grow
older, I am sure that this spot will remain one of the most precious
of memories.
A City Stre et
Alma Fitzgerald
IAM a street. I cut a great city in two-as if a monstrous knifehad cleft the bluffs and precipices of steel and concrete to leavea shimmering, swarming chasm of life and light. Hairline cracks
shoot out from my patch, scurrying through the caves and canyons
of the city to escape me. They run to the river and can go no farther.
But I push one arm beneath and span the top with the other. I trap
the river and hold its banks together in my powerful grip. Then I
press on to sever the arteries of the railroad.
I am a street. My blood is steel and gas and oil and rubber wheels.
It flows on unceasingly. Someday, I shall roll up my concrete tongue
and devour the annoying horde of insects that tread my path. But
now I must go on and reach out of the city to the green countryside
where I can stretch out across the cool, grassy pastures and rest.
